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' Why take you hands then ? 

RoPi. Oncly to part friends. 

CurtcGe fwcet hearts, and fo the Meafurc endsi 

jCi». More raeafute of this meafure ,be not nice. 

Rofa. W e can afford no mote at luch a price. 

Kw.Prifeyourfelucs: What buy es your compame .? 
Rofa, Yoarabfencconely. 
iCjfr.Thatcan neuerbe. 

Rofa, Then ednnot we be bought rand 10 adue, 
Twiceto your Viforc, andhalfe once to you. 

Kin, If youdenieto dance, Ict’sbeldmojf chat, 
inpriuatetben. -ii . 

lam beft pleas’d with that. , , 

Be. White-handed MiftriSjonclweet word With thee. 

q ’u. Hony, and Milke, and Suger : there is three. 

Nay then two treyes, and if you grow fo nice 
McthegUnc,Wort, andMalmeley} w ell lunne dice,- 
There’s halte a dozen f w ects. 

Seucnthfwcet aduc,fmccyoucancogg, 

lie play no more with you. 

Bet, One word in fecret. 


Qu. Let it not be fweet. 

Thou grieu’ft my gall. 

Gall bitter. 

Ber, Therefore meete. 

PDu. Will you vouchfafe with mec to change a word.? 
Mat, Name it. 

PDam. FaireLadic. 

iJHar, Say you fo .? Fairc Lord : 

Take you that for your faire Lady. 

Da. Plcafeityou, 

As much in priuate, and lie bid adieu. 

Mar. What, was your Vizard made without a tong ? 
Lonfu I know the reafon Lady why you aske. 

Mar. O for your reafon, quickly fir, Ilong. ^ 
Lent, You haue a double tongue within your mask. 

And would afFoord my fpeechleflc vizard halfc. 

Mar, Veale quoth the Dutch-man: isnotVcaleaLaite 
Long. ACalfefaireLadic? 


■iMar, No, a fairc Lord Call e. 

Lon?. Let”$part the word. 

Mar. No.lleuotbeyourhalfes 
Take all and wcane it, it may prouc an Oxe. 

£i?;^/.Lookchow you but your fdfc in thcfclharpcmockcsi^ 
Will you giuc borres chaft Ladie ?-Do not fo. 

Mar. Then die a Calfc before your horns do grow. 
A«;.*Onewordin ptiuate with you ere I die. 

Ol'^ar. Bleat foftly then; the Buicher hearesyou cry^ 

Bojet. The tongues of mocking wcnchesare as keener 
As is the Razors edge, inuifible : 

Cutting a fmallcr haire then may befeene, 

Aboue fheXenw <l|f«ACcfofcnfiblo; • 

Scemeth their conference, thett conceits haue wings. 

Fleeter then atrowes, bullets, wind, thought, fwiftcr things. 
Rofa. Not one word more, my maides,breake off,brcake offi 
Bet. By heauen, all drie beaten with pure fcoffe. 

Xin£. Farewell iiiadde Wenches you haue fimplc wits. 
Exemt. 

flu. Twemie adieus my frozen Mufeouites. 

Arcthefethe brecdofwitsfo wondred at? 

Boyet. Tapersthey are, with your fweet breathes puftouti 
Rofa. Wel-hkingwits.cl«yh,aue,gtQffe,groflie,£at,fo^^ 

O pouertie in wit, Kingly pooreflout. 

Will they not ( thinke you) hang themfelucs to night ? 

Or euer but in vizardes (hew their faces :> 

This pert was out of cpunt’nance quite. 

Rofa, They were all in lamentable cafes. 

The King was weeping ripe for a good word. 

^fr<m>«fdidfweare himfclfe out of all futc. 
Mar.Dumainevizs at oiy feruice, and his fword .• 

No poynt (quoth I ;) my feruaut ftraight wasmuie. 

Ka. Lord Zongaui'ifsid 1 came orchis heart .* 

And trow you what he call’d me.? 

Qinlmc perhaps. 

Kat. Yes in good faith. 

Gofickncireasthouavtl 

Rof. Well better witshaueworneplaineftatutecaps, 
Butwdlyouhearcj thcKingisroy louefwornc. 
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